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Undignified! — The courtroom was crowded. A wife was seeking 
divorce on the grounds of extreme cruelty and abusive treatment. 
Guns, axes, rolling-pins, and stinging invectives seemed to have played 
a prominent part in the plaintiffs married life. 

The husband was on the stand, undergoing a grueling cross-ex- 
amination. 

The examining attorney said, "You have testified that your wife en 
one occasion threw cayenne pepper in your face. Now, sir, kindly tell 
us what you did on that occasion." 

The witness hesitated and looked confused. Every one expected 
that he was about to confess to some shocking act of cruelty. But 
their hopes were shattered when he finally blurted out: 

"I sneezed." 



Heavenly to be Fuller. — Mark Twain was waiting for a street car 
in Boston when a young girl approached him, smiling. She was a 
lovely girl, fresh, blooming, ingenuous, bubbling with enthusiasm, and 
evidently on her way home from school. 

"Pardon me," she' said. "I know it's very unconventional, but I 
may never have another chance. Would you mind giving me your 
autograph?" 

"Glad to do it, my dear child," said Mr. Clemens, drawing out his 
fountain pen. 

"Oh, it's so good of you," gurgled the girl. "You know, I've never 
seen you but once, Chief Justice Fuller, and that was at a distance; 
but I've seen your portrait so often that I recognized you the moment 
I saw you here." 

"Um — m mm!" said Mr. Clemens, noncommittally. Then he 

took from her eager hands her nice little autograph album and wrote 
in bold script these words: 

It is delicious to be full, 

But it is heavenly to be Fuller. 

I am cordially yours, 

Melville W. Fuller. 

Mr. Clemens has not heard from Chief Justice Fuller yet. — Harper's 
Weekly. 



Boswell's Johnson. — In Boswell v. Johnson, 5 Ga. App. 251, 252, 
Powell, J., said: "This is not, as the title of the case might suggest, 
an action by Dr. Johnson against his friend Boswell, for any failure 
fo the latter to include all the sayings and doings, witticisms (good, 
bad and indifferent, real or imaginary), and divers eccentricities of 
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the former, in the famous biography, nor yet an action by the faith- 
ful Boswell against the learned doctor for services in his behalf, but 
is a prosaic affair between horse dealer Johnson and mechanic Boswell 
as to the purchase price of two mules." 



The Law's Life Line 



I'm the Reasonable Doubt, 

Friend of the persecuted, 

Enemy of the gallows, 

And the pen, 

Twin relics of barbarism. 

So raise all the hell you like — 

Cut, 

Slash, 

Kill, 

Waylay, 

Rob, 

Grind your heels in their face ; 

Don't be afraid — 

You'll find me there 

At the trial, 

Because 

I'm the law. 

When I get in Among 

Those twelve 

Upright, 

Honest, 

Intelligent patriots, 

Meaning the jury, 

They'll see me, 

And only me. 

So what do you care? 

Nobody this side 

The Pearly Gates 

Can tell 

Just what I am. 



Therefore they have to take me — 

Sights unseen — 

Blindly, 

In the dark, 

And give me the benefit 

Of what they don't know, 

Which is lots. 

But they'll do it; 

It's the law, 

Which has justice 

Skinned a mile. 

I stand for mercy for the living. 

Let the dead lie 

In peace. 

He ought've dodged, 

Or carried a gun himself. 

Then maybe 

I'd have given him a lift. 

Get busy — 

Shoot, stab, kill; 

Jump on 'em, 

Boil your grandmother in oil, 

Tear your wife's eyes out, 

Strangle your children, 

Smash your best friend, 

Turn the old world inside out; 

Count on me, 

Ever your friend, 

Reasonable Doubt. 

Edgar White. 
— The Green Bag. 



